
The troublefome T^igne 

Mother come you with me, and for thereft 
1 !iat will nor fcllpw lohn in this attempt, 

Confofion light vpon their damned foules. 

Come Lords, fight for youi K that fighteth for your good 

Phil. And are they gone ? Pandulph thy felfe fliall fee 
Ho w France will fight for Rome and Romifli rites, * 

Nobles to armesjlet him not pafle the Ccas, 

Let’s cake him captiue, and in triumph lead 
The King of England to the gates of Rome. 

.Arthur Beftirre thee man, and thou (halt fee. 

What Philif. King of France will doe for thee. 

BUnch. And will your Grace vpon your wedding day 
Torfake your bride, and follow dreadfull drums 
Nay, good my Lord, ftay you at home with me. 

Lew. Sweet heart content thee, and we (hall agree. 

T>hil. Follow my Lords,Lord Cardinall leadethe way, 
iDrums fliall betnuficke to this wedding day. Exemu 

jbxvpir^ons. The Bafiardforfites and 

ktis him. 

Sajl. Thus hath K. Richards fon perform’d his vowc% 
■^And offred Aufiria's blood for fecrifice 
V nto his fathers euerlitiing foufe. 

JBraue Cordelion^ViO'v my heart doth fey, 

I haue deferu'd, though not to be thine heire. 

Yet as I am, thy bafe begotten fonne, 

A name as pleafing to thy Philips heart. 

As to be cald the Duke ofNormandy. 

Lie tliere a prey to euery rauning fowle t 
And as my father triumpht in thy (poyles,' 

And trode thine enfignes vnderneath his feet. 

So doe I tread vpon thy curfed felfe. 

And leaue thy body to the fowles for food. £xit. 

Excttrfms. Arthur, Conftance .Lewis, httumg t^ken 

Q^Elinorprifoner. farmc 

Thus hath the God of Kings with conquering 
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nifoearft the foes to true fuccefllon, 

and diflurber of thy Countries peac^ 

Ceniance doth liue to tame thine infoleace, 

Andonthy head will now au^ngedbe ^ 

pnrall the mifehiefs hatched in thy braine. 

Elmer, Contemptuous Dame, vnreuerent Dutches 
thou, 

To hrauefo great aQueeneas 

Bafe (bold haft thou forgot,that I was wife 

And mother to three mighty Engliflv Kings ? 

I charge thee thcn,and you forfooth fir boy, 

To fet your Grandmother at liberty, 

Aiid yeeld to your Vncle and your King. 

Confl.- T’is not thy words proud Queene fliall carry it. 
ilia. Nor yet thy threates proud dame fliall daunt my 
mind. 

Arth. Sweete Grandanie, and good mother leaue thefe 
brailles. 

Bin. He find a time to triumph in thy fall. 

Cenfi. My time is now to triumph in thy fall, 

Aiid thou flialc know that ConBance wil triumph. 

Arth. Good mother,weigh it is Qi^ene Elimr, 

Though (lie be captiue.vfe her like her felfe. 

Sweet Grandame beare with what my Mother feyes. 

Your HighnelTe fliall be vfed honourably. 

Enter a mejfenger. 


Mejf. Lewis my Lord, Duke e^r/i&«r,and the reft, - 
To armes in haft. King letm relieues his men. 

And ginnes the fight a frefli : and fweares withall 
To loofe his life, oiTet his mother free. 

^ Lewis. Arthur away, t’is time to looke about. 

Elia. Why how now dame, what is your courage coold. 
Ceafi. No f/zVo^.my courage gathers ftrengrh, 

And hopes to leade both hhn and thee as fiaues : 

And in that hope,! jiale thee to the field. Exemt, 

Excurjions, 


